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Rubal [236]

Warring with Reason upon every side,
I'll play the man in sorrow's battle-tide:

Favoured of Love am I in dolour's waste,
For lo, the whirlwind is become my guide!

Ruba'i. [237]

O parted lover, sigh the livelong night,
And teach the angels what is love's despite.

Since thou mayst win not unto union's bower,
Walk with thy love in fancy's garden bright.

Rubal [238]

The pang of love's the morning-light of truth,
The pang of love's a minor that says sooth;

It ne'er will come for any toil of thine,
The pang of love's the gift of God in ruth.

Ruba'f. [239]

Who seeks not safety's path, griefs liege is he,
One in his sight are rose and thorn, peidie.
Little he kens of this wild field of Love7
Who sees not suff'ring's sword Life's Stream to be.

Ruba'f. [240]

Cup-bearer, bid our feast discomfit vere,
Let the fair-hearted's lip cull roses here.

Ay, bare those white and gleaming arms o' thine,
Let silver haft to mirror-cup appear.

Ruba'f. [241]

We're on a field where virtuous blood is shed,
Poured lavish as the sunset's gory red;

Alack for that we came not unto earth
Ere the sphere-mirror was with rust bespread 1